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Novelist of North
Writes Lyric Prose

MUHTNSE AND OTHER STORIES, By

Tepw  Peter  Jnvobser New York:
Nioholns 1. Hrown
NIVLE LYHNE. By Jens Poter Jacob-
womn. Doubleday, Page & Co.
many writers of stories can

evoke emotion and  retain

N

thelr integrity ams artists. Not
many «an be charmingly disoursive
and leisurely in narration, yet swiftly
par the reader heyond the friendly
*‘-ahw!llt‘r of “finls." Jens Peter
Jacohson does not speak but sings
iz tales. He In a “lyricker,” as
Germans  have (it In an earlier

day he would have strummed and sung
his Inventions for the delight of gllded
royal and smoky baronlal courts,
Trammelled by the yoke of this stiff

age of formal theutres and even more |

formal books, the song of Jacobsen
nevertheless sounds clear and silvery,
He transports us to a bhaleony. His
words come te us as if from déw
sonked flelds. In the realm of prose
he stands on the coveted middle sta-
tion between prose and poetry, with-
out the saecharine of prose-poetry.

After more than a year of waiting
the publishers have granted the Amer-
ican public the thrill of two additional
volumea of Jacobsen,. the first having
been “Marie Grubbe" “Mogens," the
title story of the second volume, is the
narrative with which Jacobsen made
his debut before the Danish public,
and which won the hearty approbation
of Georg Brandes, the noted critic.
Besides "Mogens” there are three
other stories, two of which are lyrical
tidbits, and a third, a long story which
must stand forever as one of the
greatest portraits of motherhood, the
story _entitleld “Mra. Fonss.”

As in "Muarie Grubbe," the charac-
ters of Jacobden's little dramas are
like figures on a faded tapestry, fg-
ures whose dim contours blend with
thre. shrubbery and the landscape. The
individuals of the stories emerge from
the nature descriptions slowly and dis-
tinetly, as a sparrow on a tree be-
comes slowly visible to the fixed re-

The story of “Mrs, Fonas" presents
a problem, but it is not by any means
a problem story, rs. Fomss, who had
been everything that a mother can be
to her two children, meets at the age
of 40 the man she loved as a glrl and
finds that their mutual love has sur-
vived the yemrs.

Notwithstanding Mrs. Fonss's life-
long devotion to thelr interests, the
egotism of her children—both matuce
—overflows when they are apprised of
her Intention to marry again.

“Horribla — unnatural'" exclalms
Tuge, her son. "It I8 enough to drive
one insana merely to think of it. Have
you any ldea of the things vou make
me think of? My mother loved by a
strange man; my mother desired, held
in the arma of another and holding
him In hers! Nice thoughts for a son;
worse than the worst Insult. But it
Is Immpossible; muat be impossible;
must ba! Are the prayvers of a son to
be as powerless as that? Ellnor, don't
git there and ory; come and help me
beg mother to have pity on us!"

The other and broader viewpaint)
that of Mrs, Fonss, is expressed in
the night when she ponders the altua-
tlon. “"Heow quick they were to desert
her as soon am they saw not every
motion of her heart was thelrs,” she
thinks. "“But she was not only Tage's
and Ellmor's mother alone, she was
also o human being on her own ac-
count, with a life of her own and
hopes of her own.

Just as "Mra. Fonse" is one of the
maost perfect interpretations of mother-
hood ever penned, so “Niels Lyhne"
stands out as one of the most under-
standing and penetrating portraits of
vouth. So much has been written on
this subject, Conrad's symbeoll le
and Jamea Joyce's harsh staceat 3
rative have been but high flung n-
nants In a verftable processlon of
storiea and novels of youth. No one,
however, has remembered the spiritual
experiences of early manhood as well
as the Danish noveliste |

The story s a slmple narrative anr!'i

ol little moment In itself, an unorna- |
mented account of liver and llving.
Men dream and aspire, toll, struggle,
meet with discourangement, disiliusion,
spoceed or fall, grow old or fall siek

and die, For Nlels it (& n story of all
these, an account of his development.

Nlela's life, the life of a poet, was ae-
companied’ throughout by dreams,
Huanne Astrup Larsen, the competent
translator, calls attefition to the fact

that there |s hardly a page In the ook
which does not contain the word dream
or some reference to it

Roaming about with the parson’'s son
Auring his childhood, weaving almost
without pause for the sake of this at-

tentlve ligtener tales of his own
imagining or Inventing for their com-
mon entertainment games and por-

formanées which were echoes from
history, Niels's early life was n delight-
ful fairy tale existence, He wns helped
by his mother, who guarded in stcret
bitterness drenms unredliged. Hins later

| autoblographical novel cannot betray—

Neils, it has been affirmed by man?
who knew Jacohsen during his We-
time, I8 Aan accurite take-off, ihe
struggles, dreams and utterunces of
Niels take on new meaning In view
of those faets. Very noticeable become
the philosophical *usldes,” the pages of
{nterpretation and comment on life, the
passionate speeches, for, whercagevery
novel as an expression of an author
has the power to betray him, a frankly

it is a contession. |
Other stories of Jacobsen move more |

Jens Peter Jacobsen

The au-
thor was older when he wrote this
book—hls last novel and one which
took, Tour years in the making—and

rapidly than ‘Nlels Lyhne.”

his message, grown stronger and
welghtier, has slowed the current of
the narrative. The author's Imagery
never was #o hewildering, his knowl-
edge  of life never so Impressive.
“Nigls Lyhne" is the kind of book we
leave lying on the table to read again.

Quoting from such a book, is difficult.
The following s chosen for the youth
and the truth of ft:

“He was weary of himself, of cold
ideas and brain dreams. Life a’poem?
Not when you went about forever

poetizglng about your own life instead | —

of Iiving it, How innocuous It all was,
and empty, empty, empty! This chas-
Ing after yourself, craftily observing
your own tracks—in a circle, of course. |
This sham diving Into the stream of
lite while all the time you sat angling
after yourself, Ashing yourself up in
one disguise or another! If he could
only be overwhelmed by something—
lite, love, pasalon, so that he could no
longer shape it into poems, but had to
let it shape him!

“Involuntarily he made a gegture as
if to ward it off with his hand. After
all, he was afraid of this mighty thing
called passion. This storm-wind sweep-
Ing awny everything settled and au-
thorized and acquired in humanity as
If it were dead leaves, He did not like
it! This roarlng flame squandering
itself in its own smoke—no, he wanted
to burn slowly.

"And yet this lving on at half speed
in quiet waters alwavs In sight of
land geemed so paltry. Would that
the storm and waves would come! If
he.only knew how, his salls should fly
to the yards for a merry run over the
Spanish Main of lifé! Farewell to the
slow dripping days, rareuun to the
pleasant little hours.

GB (-n'oa' KENT.

A Daog Is the Soul
Of Responsibility

NANCY, By Louls
Seribper's Sons.

“S HE knew me perfectly. That

was why I fell, when T took
hEr up dead, that it was not
she who was dead, but 1.
“Who was ther

And what
known 7"

So speaks. Nancy's master. Despite
the fact that timre remain two dogs
at the houge, one of them Nancy's pup,
he feels that great aching void one|
experiences at the loss of the dumb
animal who Is sometlmes closer than
any human being—the dog,

Then he tells us of little things
which stund out so clearly now that

the Is gone—"[ wish you might have
#een her nose twitch! 1 have never

Dodge.  Charles

' to know me now?

i#= death but to be

un-

hoped to achieve a successful sneer
since first - beholding Nancy at the
Tence whan the Tate chil-
dren went stringlng across the com-
mons, in white cotton hose and ab-
anrd lttle hats”  8Bhe seemed to say
to him, “A sneer In Just as much In

place at times as o smile of a frown™

“She was my guardian against those
perils, fuming hecause she received so
iitle cooperation from me. She was
alwnys qn guard, If she could leok
it fromm table or chalr ar stalrway
she did so. If she could not look out
the would e and lsten, Because of
her sense of responsibility she led a
lonely life. She was extraordinarlly

devoted to me, but in a2 kind of ma-
ternal way, a way which had nothing
to do with respect.”

Her mastor sald that were one to
belleve in tho transmigration of souls
Naney might be the reembodiment of
some splendid and regnl personage of
long ago: a milltant priestesa or prin-
cons, or perhaps a powerful sorceress.

e was a alow progress, bul progress
withal. He was left alone by the death |
of his parents, He outgrew his friends, |

and the objeat of /his fArst passionate |
love, pure and unreal, a love that |
nover caught Temn, his Leloved, In ita |

strong arms because |t had wings—It
only had wings—dessried him for for-
mal marriage during his attendance
at his mother = hedhide. Nells recovers
to love again and yet agalp, and at
length to marry.

Save for the love eplsodes, the story
of Nlels Lyhne ls the story of Jons
Peter Jucobsen The character of

She even might have been one of the
Casnrs!

Naney wae n wonderful pal dog, with
| the ordinary mischievous puppyhood
and devoted years following untll No-
vember 7, 1020, "It appeared that fur-
Ing hor lust walk with the caretaker

ehe passed an open lnwn where polson
hnd been placed for gophers. Sho got

some of this and returned home, whers
| she Aled within half an hour.”

| Naney! Dear little Naney) REvery
man, woman and child who has a|
kindly heart which warms at the sight

lof n dog will love her,

Fighting Ended His Dream Life

THE GIFT OF PAUL CLERMONT. By
Warrlngton Dawson, Douhiedn;r, Page

& Co.
L
I kill," said Paul Clermopnt one
day during his boyhood. FPaul
wins 4 Frenchman, Later he killed
many neim-r——nf Germans. He killed
them in frenzy trying to deaden the
confllct between his Christlan, pacifist
philosophy and the love of country
which forced him to wield a gun. It
was a confliet that raged In the breast
of every sensitive soldler and which
now stands back of the universal hor-
ror of war, War cannot be made
compatible with Christlanity.

Warrington Dawson's novel of the
war is engrossing., Even trenches and
night raids across No Man's Land, of
which there has been so much writ-
ten, have, when done with a dextrous
hand. power to entrance.

Paul |5 a queer, gifted lad whu first
becomes the friend of and later is
adopted by an aged American wrjter
who lives in the same town. Paul's
early life ia difficult. Tt is told charm-
Ingly. There are mighty few mriters
who cannot do good work In the part
of the narrative which deals with
childhood. Bo easy to write and so
extraordinarily effective are whimsical
passages ke the following: “When his
mother &nored he would play at lions
roaring miles away as they galloped
toward him. In a burst of enthusi-
asm he confided this to her and got a
smart rap on the head, Tt was his
earliesat leason in discretion.”

Early In life Paul decides that he
will not he a clerk llke his father, but
he will ereate—he will go into some
business where he can “make things."”
He becomes a mechanie, first in a
bleyele shop, later in the shop of a
lockamith, Wrongly accused of theft,
he is sent to prison. He knows the
thief, but he says, “It'a bhetter to go to
prison than send a comrade there"

Thera |s very little plut, the novel

WOULD rather he killed than

being confined to a tracing of Paul
Clermont's development, Paul is un-
der age when the war comes and has
an opportunity to watch its progress.
At length he I8 drawn into it. The
remainder of the story I8 concerned
with Paul's struggles to be faithful
both to France and to his ideals, When
he is wounded he hears a volee within
him repeating:

“iPaul, you have done your share,
You are freed from obllgations. Let
others do their share, Return to lead
your life as it was meant to be, return
to prepare for ynu; work.! Now I

Warrington Dawson
knew 1 hadn't donedencough. And I

knew—I know I'm not worthy any
more of the work I used to aspire to
once. Ho 1 answered myself, ‘This is
not the voige,'"

The quotation speaks for Itself. Paul
felt he did right to soll himself and his
fdeals for France, but 'by the sacrifice
he bad lost the power and the right to
strive for the things in dreams,

After Prison the Uphill Road

THE PEOPLE AGAINST NANCY
PRESTON. By John Moroso. Henry
Holt & Co. .

F its kind this hook Is an
achievement, It is the story of
the struggle that a man and a
woman had (o stay honest after they
were once known to the police, and it
iz handled with a delicacy and pre-
cision that does credit to its author.

Unlike other books of ite type, there

I& no hint of propaganda about it nor

any sentimentalizing about prison re-

form. It i& a direct and honest ap-
peal for a little more Christian charity
in our dealings with those whose mis-
takes happen to have been brought

Into a law court.

Nancy was a girl whose unfartunate
vnvironment had made the strect an
easy plice to look for a Uving. She
was known to the police as a member
of a well defined professior, and when
she gave It up to become Blll Preston’s
wife they still had it agalvst her. Bill
had been a burglar, but ufter he mar-
ried .Nancy he was us determined as
she was to go stralght. For seven
years they lived in a poor little home
In the Bronx, fighting hard against
poverty and for the sake of thelr son
determined to be “respectable.” Nancy
wanted that more than anything else,
wanted it desperately, and thousands
of people who take respectability as
A matter of course may cven wonder
that it meant so much to her, When
we find her, Bill has been killed in a
mysterious encounter with a “cop™ and
avents come thick and fast that
destroy her patlently bullt foundation
and connect her agnin with orime—
und this time, murder. _

Despite the pathos and the appeal-
ing qualities in Nancy's character,
Michael Horgan is really the central
figsure In the book. He has boen a|
mystery to the police. They know
that his name I8 an allas, and his
manner and Intelllgence make them
sure that he originally held a rather
exalted position In soclety, He had
served a term in Bing Sing for burg-
lary, and later, although Innocent, a
gpecond term. Through the horror and
misery of those years, despite his
bagkgrovnd of culture—or porhaph,
hecause of it—he kept his cloar, rea-
soning outloak on life. his kindly at-
titude toward hir fellowmen and his
wtrong wsense of justice, Nor were
those vears altegether wosted; he
worked In the prithn hosplial and 1n-|I
ereancd his knowledge of medlcine and
In his spare time wrote a book on the
faulth, not of the law but of its ad-
minlstration. He loved Naney for her
hrave fight and yvet Fate hoad decreed
that he should bring further unhappi-
ness ypon het. He is #o human In
his mistakes and yet so fine in his
principles that he can take his stand
with any of the heroes of modern
fietion.

The author has written another
book on & similar subject, called “The
Clty of Bllent Men” He Is vitally
Interested in the treatment of crim-
inala. But he does not permit his
therhe to run Away with him. He doea
not paint all oMeors of the law, dead
black nor all criminals as potential
saints, His portrealt of the kindly
judge is not only a good piece of
characterization but a welcome relief
to the cruel mechanics of the law,

has made it harder for released pris-
oners to begin life over agaln. A
lttle  broader sympathy would not
only help them In a hard fight but
would save some valunble members of
goclety. But the moral of this tale is
not obtrusive. One reads it simply as
a good story.

‘Satan’ Didn’t Want
To Hoe That Corn

THE WORKS OF SATAN. By Rich-
ard Aumerle Maher., The Macmlillan
Company.

HI8 summer we spent a month

I on a farm in a small town in

. Massachusetts, The most ex-
citing thing which happened was the
arrest of a youth for “drunkenness”
It caught the populace just coming out
of the movies, and they followad him
to the town hall. There he put up
ten dollgrs balil and we heard nothing
of him until Monday, when the paper
of a nelghboring town was published.
Then we learned he had returned to
his native State of New Hampshire
and forfeited hi= ten dollars.

This astory appealed to us. Wa just
knew how “Satan' felt when he loaked
out at that fleld of corn and just did
not want to hoe it, There was nothing
devilish but his name about Satan;
but he had lived all his life in this little
village in northern New York, and even
a summer visitor to one can thoroughly
appreciate his eraving for a little ex-
cilement—anything but hoeing that
cornfield.

f course, the city folks know a lot
about the “gowsip” living across the
hall, or across the street, but they can-
not know what the small town Uar
will do with a lot of women and men
who are not accustomed to a lttle
airing of wit and to the working of
suggestion, .

This book tells us, though, 'The au-
thor knows his small town people and
pletures them In the pages of the
book, They are not exactly like ,the
people of “Maln Street,” but they have
thelr own lmitations, Nevertheless,
they are human enough to lke that
clever liar,

The banker and the sweetest girl in
tewh? Oh, yes, there s a love story
very strongly woven Into the plot—in
fact, we guess the love atory la the
main plot and the cause for all the
excitement to which the town s
trestad-—that and Satan's desire not to
hon that field of corn,

We agree with Jim Smith, the stut-
tefing town llar: “Tt—it—lt—it—it's
n ku—ku—ku-cuckoo!"

And She Did!

GET YOUR MAN, Hy Ethel and James
Dorrance. The Macauley Company,
WiLs In-

N spite of h(-r‘nunu\ Yulkona Bruce
not breakfast food,

stead she was a “regular girl”

although most of her young life had

been spent at o lonely oidtpost in the

\'ukun She ren)lar-d that she was In

love® with a member of the Royal

Northwest Mounted Pollce, She was
handicapped by the fact that he had

n

and he {8 generous even to the peint
of permitting a private detective 1n|
do A gapd deed contrary to his own
interests. ‘The style is tense and clear,
erowded with action and not without
humor. There I8 an uncanny reallty
about it all, even the happy ending.
Thare I8 no doubt abeut it that the
attitude of the People—of you and mo,
of all these who eontribute to that
clusive thing jllll-d Public Opinion—

generally avolded her sex. She would
have had an easler time In winning
Marets Huxelby Moors but for the
fact that he had an object of his own
in Jolnlng this eelebrated force—that
of tracking down the man who had
caused his father's death, When ho
fulfilled this mission, with Yukona's
help, It was her turn, and she obeyed
the atorn command of the service,
your man!"™

Honeymoon Over,
Enter the Lover

INVISIBLE TIDES By Beatrice Heap

Seymour. Thomas Seltger.
HERE are only seven possible
plots, so we are told. From

I Homer to Edith Wharton all

the emotions, the diversified shades of
character, the tangled tragedies and
Joys of the strangely groping, strangely
winged human animal, yleld only
seven plots, And yet we have new
storles! Given an unforeseeable com-
bination of clreumstances, or a new
way of viewing things, and each of the
hoary skeletons Is galvanized intp life.

Fortunately for the novelists of to-
day, they have ready to hur{d an in-
caleulable element which serves them
well, since one of the most striking
new ways of viewing life ls embodied

in the so-called new woman, and it is

only necessary to cast her jn a stellar
role In order to make the oldest of

plots blossom with new surprises, In |

this first book of Mrs. Seymour's,
which HNas been acclaimed hy en-
thusiastic English papers as the best
novel of the year, we have, for in-
stance, the triangle, but the triangle
with a difference—It has no villain,

In Bussex, Hilary Sargent, a lonely,
imaginative little boy whose father
neglected him, grew into manhaood, not
without much dreaming of “that tall,
slim woman with dark hair curled
about her forehead and a voice that
seemed to 1lift the heart right out of a
small hoy's body,” of “the soft tones
of that volee, or some pathetle ghost
of a chance attitude," dreaming, that
= to say, of hls mother, Mary Hilary,
the actress who, unknown to him, had
long ago drowned her sorrows and her
{llegitimate child and her bright un-
forgettable laughter,
pond.

In Yorkshire Helena Iﬁordan was
one of five children in a poor branch
bank manager's home over which pov-
erty had brushed its ecold and disillu-
sloning hand. She was called a diffl-
cult child and lived in “a strange Isola-
tlon of soul,” In\lmg chiefly the “wind-
swept, sun-kissed moor—black and
gaunt In winter, green with the bil-
berry leaf and purple with heather
when summer hid come,” Her bookish
triumphs at s&chool were nothing to
the branch manager and his wife, who
Jhought of her only as matrimonial ma-
erial; and at seventeen she went home

to take “her proper place In the housa"

and walt her turn in the matrimonial
market, which, In that tiny Yorkshire
village, was particularly d.aﬂdem in
apportunities

Into this mental and emotional vac-
uum there suddenly dropped Jerome
Courtney, a big, successful, likable man
of good family, the head of Courtney
Motors, Inc., who was bullding a great
house on the moors, and who, from
the first day he saw the dificult Helena,
began a whirlwind courtship.

They came back out of thelr calm
honeymoon days to find a young man
who had broken his arm In an ac-
cldént on the steep hill outslde curled
up in the lbrary of the new house.
Impulsively Helena went in to offer
their hospitality and found him in a
chalir by the window, with his broken
arm hanging limply by his gide,

And m the triangle begins, ‘h:d-

In an American |

denly, for Helena, “all ordinary life
seemed suspended—caught up as if by
a charm. The note of high rémance
had come to her at last; had left her a
little Lreathless, on tiptoe of expect-
ancy. Tt transmuted now everything
she looked on, everything sheghought,
every emotion that swayed her. Like
a sycamore in the wind her spirit
hent before it. . ., , Something deep
atirred within her at the recollection
of a pale tanse face in the murky twi-
light, at the memory of a musical volce
trailing softly across the dusk to her.
She lived, for those few days,
a charmed life, in which nothing mean
or paltry could touch her. Romance

Beatrice Kean Seymour on the
Cornwall Rocks

had drawn a magle circle about her
and within |t she moved a free and
radiant being.”

Helena's new tenderness  and
sweetness were to Jerome things of
unmitizgated delight. “They argued
for him that the love he eraved from
her—the glift he wanted most of lfe—
would one day shortly be his. He did
not know—how should he 7—that when
her eyes rested upon him in that ten-
der, fugitive way she was thinking
of an impudent moon trailing up a
gray-black sky as she flung the gleam-
ing banners of her smile across the
heavy blue of the dusk that
once ngain there rose before her . . .
a brief shrouded vislon of the ultimate
destiny of £hings."

There is chiefly a vivid perception
of life, which transmits {tself to the
reader, opendng his eyes to unaccus-
tomed beauties and dellicate, frail joya,
frall because only occasionally can one
touch the mood which brings them.

The spirit of the Brontes, in whose
Yorkshire country much of the story
is lald, quite frankly pervades the
hook, and the unexpressed comparison
between their wmbortive, passionate
lives and the calm young Diana of to-
day is this new writer's outstanding
nuompllahmonl. ALICE BEAL.

Stay Home When the Sea Calls

THE BYRENS. By Dot Allan.
duy, FPage & Co.

e HAT night the demon of con-
I fllct awoke once more in
Goritholus, torturing  his
brain with many headed doubts, flay-
ing it with a dozen Impish suggestions,
To go bnck and take up the old life
after having led a nomad’'s existence,
after having lved as he had Ii\&d—
Lord, It was unthinkable! He
called the voyage back from Friseo,
the glow of pride that had been his
when first he had taken his ‘trick’ at
the wheel. These hours were un-
forgetable, The mere memory of
them thrilled him still. He recalled
the wild nights near Cape Horn, when,
with the roar of the wind and the sea
in their ears and the monster green
walls rising about them, they had
fought their passage onward inch by
inch, . With a fervor palmo-
lithic in its pristine intensity, Gorltho-
lug had thrown himself Into the fray,
adventuring aloft when older hands
advised caution, stralning every nerve
and every sinew in the ship's service.
In those hours he bad llved nsg he had
never lived hefore—fully, selflessly.
And remembering something of the
Jjoy those hours had brought him he
realized his soul was ripe for strife,
The prospect of n settlad lifo spelled
satiety, a kind of premature senility.
Ruthill street from # til G—while
down at the docks great ships were
preparing to put out to sen. Long
nights in the flat with the shutters
basred lest the echo of the syrens
calling uhould ehatter his \anlf-con-
trol
Ponr (‘orilhnlua' Can't you just
pee him, the child of a refined, quiet,
little woman and a buceaneer, with
no escaps from the syren's call, for it

Double-

was the call of the blood to go a-voy-
aging?

Can't you see him working up from
an errand poy to the owner of the
store? Old MacTower's daughter, hia
assistant, his manager, his represen-
tative while he tramped over the glabe
in searech of his father in Frisco? And
Muggie loved him. loved his husiness!
But to Goritholus she was only a de-
pendable woman until

And the Reverend Robert! He is so
human! Too, he feels the call of the
wanderlust—but being the Reverend
Robert ho needs must stay with his
flock, And Goritholus's godmother, the
vaudeville actress? Bhe Is—well—
just great—nand as the years roll by
and she grows older and slowly re-

s — ]
“Realism Plus Symbolism”

A Novel
WILLIAM DUDLEY PELLEY

"Among the several mnovels iwhich
have been pralsed this fall must cer-
nly be classed "The Fog.' It is a
book that never drags, but throughout

ita BOO totally absorbs the reader’s
attentlon."-——The  Baltimore  Evening
Sun.

“The "story has the same high quali-
ties that won wide pralse for *“The
Greater Glory'—a searching analysis of
character, a sympathetlc welghing of
human values, a judiclous mingling of
humor and pathes'—! Boston Her-

SECOND PRINTING ALREADY
$2.00 wherever books are sold

LITTLE, BROWN & CO.
Publishers, Boston

ern border—a
jacks, Indians, habltants,
gunplay and Rondeau’s Sue.

BERTON BnAxﬂ
The Sheriff of Silver Bow

“When you start it, warn the chil
dren not to interrupt you. A thrill

ing adventure and ome you will be¢
sorry to finish.”"—New York Herald

"Brl.np us ioto rsopal mum.
with Abraham Lin We walk side
by side with him and take part In
his daily life." —Senater Beveridge In
New York Times.

G ne afbandys st

‘l'hnmofldm mining
wwn in the with a Bret
Harte atm , emeiting
delighttul,

VISON
Eric LEVIS

A murder mystery slory, wilh ai
ingenious plot and a new thrill
Doctor Lester plays both detective
and lover.

HuGH PENDEXTER
Kings of the Missouri

“Th hie pictures of the life
'and d:ni‘::lpot the frontier fill .this
tale with life and color.”—New York
Times,

%naﬂm

BOOKS BOUGHT

Entire Libraries or Single Vol
umes., Highest prices pa Rep-
resentative will call. Cash paid
and books removed promptly.
WOMRATH & PECK, Inc.

when the buds begin to open In the

gpring  read the book! Anyway,
read it! VIVIAN RADCLIFFE.

GERTRUDE ATHERTON says of

BRASS

CHARLES G. NORRIS'S

new novel of marriage:—

“1 do not think there is a doubt of
the enormous success of the book.
.« o« It in so well-composed, so
direct. . . . 5o indisputably true to
life.”

- £2.00 at gny bookshop or from

E. P. Dutton & Co., 681 5th Av, N. ¥,

Ine,
linquishes her place to the young 4 -'-*“:b Wonry mﬂﬁ"
theatrical element your heart aches
for her,

Yes, and there is Edith and Gay!
But always there is Maggle! e ]
If you love the sea, you will surely
enjoy the book. If you love English ﬁurely the Great Novel
life and the syrens have called to you

of the Year

If Winter Comes

A.S. M. HUTCHINSON

10 of the best hooks of our
I-Imcl "—New York Times.

“A masterpiece of modern ﬂ:u
tion," —Boston Transcript,

“An amazingly fine mntrib;(
tion to modern novel writing."
—Chigago Tribune,

“Excellent fiction
. ten. _decidedly wmh your

well writ-

DM

DM

His Offici

Publishers

"~ BERTA RUCK

Wrote

and half a score other favorites. Read her latest success

The Arrant Rover «w»

DODD, MEAD & COMPANY, New York

al Fiancée

since I839

"G“XL Mmm——_e—ﬂ__z__—DM

3 time." —Chieago Daily News.
"Quite outdoes a thnt
$ nﬁ.&. f

has gone before.”
Ledger.

SRS piece of literary

'mumannhip ‘. Detrait N own,

“Will idevitably be widely

y read.”"—Neaw York Sun.

NINTH PRINTING
67TH THOUSAND

$2.00 wherever books are sold
LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY

Publishers, Boston

e




